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_ Zrf.Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grauntmeton 
Thoumaieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh lie was gentle,mild ; and vertuous. 

G/o.Thehtter forthe Kingofheauen that hath him. 
La. He is in heauen, where thou fhaltneuer come, 
GYo.Lethim thanke me that holpe to (end him thither, 
For he was fitter forthat place then earth. 

La. And thou vrifit for any place but hell. 

(jlo. Yes one place clfe,ifyou w ill heare me name it. 
Z^.vSome Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 
La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Madame, till I lie with you. 

La. Ihopefo. 

Glo. 1 know fo, but gentle Ladie ^nne, 

Toleaue this kind incounter ofourwits, 

-^nd fall fomewhat into a flower methode .• 

Is not the caufer of the time-lefte deaths. 

Of thefePlantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner 1 

La. Thou artthecaufe,and mod accurlt efFed. 
G/o.Your beautie was the cauleofchat effect. 

Your beauie which did haunt mein my flecpc. 

To vndcrtake the death of all the world, 

So I might reft that houre in yourfweete bofome. 

La. Ifl thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefc nailes fliould rend that beautie from their cheekes, 
Glo. Thefe eyescould ncucr indurefweet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemilh them ifl flood by.* 

As all the w orld is cheared by the Sunnc, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life, 

£/*.Blacke night ouerfhad thy day,and death thy life. 
G’A'.Curfe not thy felfcfairecreature,thou art both. 
La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo. 1 1 is a quarrell moil vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you, 

£««Itis a quarrell iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband# 

Did tt to helpcthee to abetter husband. 
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14. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he liues that loucs you better then he could, 

Z*, Marne him. Glo. Plantagcnet. 

Z*.Why what was hec? 

Glo, The fclfcfame name,but one of better naturq, 
X4.Whereis hce? 

Gfr.Heere, Sheejpitteth at him , 

Why doeft thou fpit at mee l 
la. Would it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake. 

Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fo ftveete a place. » 

ZaN euer hungpoyfon on a fowler toadc. 

Out ofmy fightjthou doeft infeft my eyes. 

(?/o.Thine eyes fwectc Lade haue infeiftcd mine. 

Lai Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike theo dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I mightdie at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait tcares, 
shamed their afoeeft with ftore of childilh drops, 

I neuerfuedto friends nor cnenaie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautie is propofde my fee : 

My proud hcartfues, and prompts my tongue to fpeakc, 

, T each not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

Ifthy rfeuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this ftiarpe pointed (word. 

Which if thou pfeafe to hide in this true bofome, 

And let the foule forth that adoreththce ; 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawfe,twas I that kildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithatkild king Henry, 

But twas thy hcauenly face thatfet me on : Here Jbeitu 

Takevp thefword againe,ortakeVp me. faUthefworl 
Z<i.Ariie diflcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

GYo.Then bid me kill myfclfc^and I will doe it, 
haue ai read ie, 
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